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Alexander. Red-faced, be-spectacled, pot-bellied, slightly round-shouldered and at times distinctly worried-looking, I did not feel in the least like any of these gentlemen.
Byron was quoted in large chunks, and never more aptly.
A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine— Dash down yon cup of Samian wine.
Truly eternal summer gilded the hills and islands of the Blest in those delirious days. Unhappily, they were all too short.
In Megara, it appeared that we were treading too closely on the heels of the retreating Germans. Jellicoe's force numbered only a few hundred and had no artillery. Allied Force Headquarters in Italy therefore had the idea that he should be reinforced immediately by airborne troops. The 2nd British Parachute Brigade, with glider-borne airfield construction equipment, was accordingly detailed to "seize and prepare airfields in the Athens area."
Apparently, it was not merely the correspondents who had difficulty in maintaining uninterrupted communications, for it seemed that A.F.H.Q. were under the impression that Megara airfield was still in German hands. On October 12 I was seated in a peasant's cottage writing a story in the optimistic hope that Gerald Boles would be able to get it back to Italy somehow, when somebody ran in with excited cries.
"They're dropping parachutists, British parachutists."
I rushed out to walk or run a mile or two down to the airfield, when a jeep came tearing up the hilly road. Lord Jellicoe was driving and, ignoring all rules, he stopped to give me a lift. On the way we heard bad news. A high wind was blowing and had dragged many of the parachutists across the field, into various obstructions and even into the sea, before they could get out of their harnesses. One trouble—in my opinion—was that, like all parachutists on operational drops, they were far too heavily burdened with equipment.
About two hundred men were dropped first, and there were no less than forty casualties, including two killed. Greeklcome made most flattering comparisons with Pericles, Leonidas and (the original)d obstinately. I discovered afterwards that, as I predicted, the tyres finally refused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
